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Author's Notes: 
This is all fictional. | am not making any money off of this, this is written just for entertainment. | do not own 


any of the characters in this story. 


DAVE'S POV 


"Fuck you, James." | said to James as he walked out of the Metallipad's kitchen, as | stumbled after him. | 
looked down at my pants and saw my raging boner sticking out of my pants, and | swallowed hard as | realized 


that | wasn't going to get any tonight. 


James tuned around and shook his head. "You're fucking drunk, Dave, and this is MY girlfriend. Back up. That's 


not cool." He said to me as | rolled my eyes, | wasn’t drunk. | had only a few drinks, nothing much. 


"Do a guy a favor, James!" | screamed at him, pointing towards my crotch. The only chick in miles of here was 
James’ girlfriend, Ellie, and she was fucking beautiful. | had had my eye on her since James had brought her in 
to our band practice. | had to give props to the guy, holding onto this chick for the two months they had been 


together and not turning around and screwing some other girl. Ellie didn't seem like the girl to hang around 
here, she had long blonde hair that was lightened with peroxide, and she wore hair metal band shirts and denim 


mini skirts. 


She didn't feel to strongly about me, considering how everytime | saw her | made fun of the faggots on her 
shirts. She was always up James’ ass, and it got fucking annoying a lot of the times. James met her through 
fucking pot, and | still think she's holding onto him for the dope. Yet I'm fucking attracted to her, and | don't 

know why. Everyone knows l'm the holder of all the stash that was in the Metallipad. | bought the fucking 


drugs, so she could come suck MY dick, not James’. It was only fair. 


James ignored what | said and turned back to the girl, and grabbed her by the waist and started pulling her 
towards the door of his room. Fuck it, maybe | was drunk. And maybe | wouldn't remember Ellie in the morning. 


But | wanted her, and | needed her. Now. 


"Look, Ellie.. | have some extra stash in the back of my room, if you'd like to check that out with me." | said in 
a low tone, leaning against the door frame and shooting her a seductive look. She had pulled her eyes away 


from James and looked over at me, biting her lip. She obviously wanted the dope. And she KNEW | had some. 
James glared at me. "Look, Dave. I'm not fucking shitting you right now. Get the fuck out.” 


| chucked slightly, raising my eyes as the little blonde girl scooted away from James and walked over to me. 
She came close enough and stood on the tips of her toes, tugging slightly on my hair, pointing to my room. | 
know she just wanted the fucking pot, and not me, but hey, if she was willing to walk away from James, | could 


get her to scoot in bed with me for that pot. 


| smiled at her and followed her to my room, hearing James walk up behind me, grabbing my wrist. "Dude, 


come on.. she's the only chick I've held onto for this long.” 


Oh blah blah, my ass James. | really shouldn't be doing this, James is my best friend He's my fucking brother. 
But my boner is telling me to do it, and l'm fucking drunk, so | always have that excuse. Once James touched 
my hand, | turned around on instinct and slammed him in the jaw. 


"Don't TOUCH ME, you fucking prick” | screamed at him, as he lay back on the floor. 


"You know, Dave? I'm fucking done with your shit. You've gone too fucking far this time." James said to me. He 
gave me a look. We would fight like this all the time, but | could see in James' eyes that he wanted the girl to 
stay with him, and not for sex. There's no noise that comes from that bedroom, just laughter and the sound 


of cheesy chick flicks. 
James stood up and hit me straight in my crotch. 


Fuck. 


| fell to the floor, grabbing my pants as tightly as | could, to try and ease the pain. "NOT WHEN IM FUCKING 
FULLY TORPED, YOU FUCKING DICKHEAD:" | yelled at him, and he laughed. 


| shut my eyes after | saw James’ grab her by her wrist, pulling her into my bedroom, probably to get her 
my fucking pot. And then | was out. 


| opened my eyes when | felt a shake on my shoulder. | half blinked, wondering what the hell was going on. It 
wasn't even light outside, just sunrise. | looked up to see Lars and Cliff standing over my head, and | shot them 
the middle finger. "You guys know that | don't wake until a few more hours." | said, moving to my side, closing 


my eyes again. 

"Dave, wake up." Cliff said, shaking me once again. 

| sat up, rubbing my eyes. "Is there a fucking fire or something?" | asked, wondering what was going on 
"You're out of the band" Lars said to me, with a disheartning look on his face. 


"What?" | laughed quietly. "Quit telling me shit to make me wake up. l'm up, I'm up." | gave my brothers a grin 
and stood up. 


Lars shook his head, "No, Dave, you're out of the band. We can't deal with your disease anymore. We need to 


look forward and make the right decisions." 
"Quit shitting me, guys. | said, walking over to the kitchen, pulling a box of lucky charms out of the cabinet. 


Lars followed me. "Dave, lm not going to say it again. You're out of the band. The shit you pulled last night was 


the last straw. You're done." Lars said in a harsh tone, so | knew he wasn't joking. 


And then | suddenly remembered everything, beginning at last night. | had left the house to go buy a few 

cheap beers down at the liquor store down the road from the pad, and | ended up meeting with a customer of 
mine and going to get shit faced drunk. While | was walking home, | saw two chicks making out in an alley, which 
instantly made my pants tight, so | walked back up to the Metallipad when they saw me staring and ran away. 


Then | came home and saw James’ chick and well.. lost control.. 


| knew that it had hit me hard, and | slammed my fist down on the table. | looked over at the two of them 


standing in front of me. "What? No warning? No second chance?" 


Lars shook his head, looking a bit guilty. He knew | was the closest thing he had. Fuck Cliff and James, | was his 
best friend. And he knew it. "There's no time for that, your plane leaves in fourty-five minutes. James is in 


your room, packing up your shit. I'm sorry.’ And with that, he walked out of the room, followed by Cliff. 


What the fuck? So many emotions were running through my head. | didn't know what to do, so | became mad. | 


rushed into my room and saw James sitting in front of a suit case, filled with all my things. "James." 
He looked up at me and looked down. He stood up, gave me a nod, and walked out of my room. 


So this was fucking it? My everything was going to be gone? My family was just kicking me out like this? My 
everything? | had nothing. And then | had everything. And now I'm going to have nothing again. | have my 


dreams. And my dreams are with Metallica, where my heart is. | needed this. 


But | had to accept it. There was nothing | could do. | looked at the suitcase, and didn't see my drugs. | raised 
my eyebrow and walked over to the drawer where | ususally stored them, and they were gone. Oh, yeah. 


Because James probably fed them all to his little girlfriend. 


| grabbed my suitcase with no other word, and walked out of my room. Cliff, James, and Lars were all standing 
at the door. | walked over, giving them one last look My head suddenly felt hot, and my palms were getting 
sweaty. My eyes got hot and started to get wet. No, Dave, don't cry. You're a man, Don't cry. 


Don't cry, Dave. Please, don't cry. 
| held back the tears fighting to burst from my eyes, and looked at James. "It's good to know that she meant 


more than your family." And those were my final words, as | turned around and walked out, shutting the door 


softly behind me. 


